THE QARA MOUNTAINS

blackened by an abominable crime. If Bakhit (pointing to
his son) were rabla to anyone killed by the Qara, we could
not rest until it were revenged. I would rather Bakhit
were killed than that the man under my protection should
die and my son live/

The speech was according to the book, but I thought
how much more suitably it would have come from a noble
Arab tribe.

Shaikh Hasan and the perpetrators of last night's murder
were sworn enemies, for the Qara are much divided among
themselves, yet one detected in his faint damning a certain
gratification that a Qara life had been avenged.

I turned to the Kathiri. 'You must be relieved it was by
no Kathiri's hand/

'God pardon them, we Badus respect a truce, but in these
mountains there is treachery. The Qara and Mahra think
naught of outraging conditions to which they have called
God to witness. Wallahi! even the rabla is not sacred with
them. Do you know - but you will not believe it - Sahail
who was murdered last night drank the milk of his
murderer overnight. God forgive them!"

I decided to decend to Dhufar on the following morning
and bring to an end my sojourn in these mountains. The
hyenas, at least, would not regret my going. But, in spite
of recent sinister events the thought of going was an un-
happy one, for I was leaving what surely must be a unique
land in all Arabia, a land of perpetual feasts for the artist,
of endless surprises for the anthropologist, a naturalist's
paradise, and to me, the wayfarer, a source of much
interest and delight. On this last journey my party did not
retire with the sun as was their wont, and the camp was
alive until far into the night with brisk noises as they went
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